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"What Chunky Riley Saw and Heard.
Left alone, Chunky Itiley stood still and

tried to trace in his mind the route lie

and Aaron liad followed in coming from
the Swamp, But lie could make no nten-ta- l

map-a- mi lie knew every "nigh-cut- "

and li for miles around that would
fit in wltli Hie time it liad taken tlieai to
reach the spot where he now stood. He
looked back toward the Swamp, hut the
night covered it, and lie could fete noth-
ing. Then he looked around him, to see
If he knew his present whereabout. Oh,
yes, that was easy; every fott or ground
was familiar.

The l.ill on which he liad stood had
been given over to scrub pines. The hill
itself sloped away to tin Turner old fields.
Hut still lie was puzzled, and still he
scratchel his head, for he knew that the
Swamp was a good four miles away
nearly five anil it eemed to him tint
lie and Aaron had net been more than
ten minutes in making the .tourney.

his head awl wondered to him-

self whether Aaron was really a "conjur
man."

It was perhaps very lucky for Chunky
Itiley thai he stopped when he did If
lie had kept on he would have run into the
arms or three men who were woiug along
the plantation path that led from Gossett' s
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negro quarters to the Abereroiubie Place.
The delay that Chunky Riley made pre-

vented him from meeting them, but it did
not prevent him from bearing the murmur
of their voices as he struck into the path.
They were too far off for Chunky Itiley
to know whether they were white or
black, but Just us he turned into the path
to go to Gossett's the scent of a cigar
floated to his nostrils. He paused and
scratched his head again. He knew by the
scent of the cigar that the voices he heard
belonged to white men, but who were they?
If they were the "patterollers" they'd
catch Aaron beyond all question", it would
be for them to escape.

So thought Chunky Ililey, and so, think-

ing, he turuedand followed the path toward
the Abercrombie Place, He moved rapidly,
but'cautiously. The scent of the cigar be-

came stronger, the sound of men's voices
giew more distinct. Chunky Itiley left the
path and skirted through the low pines
until he came to the fence that enclosed
the spring lot. He knew that if he was
beard, the men would think that he was a
calf, or mayhap, a mule", for the hill on
which Aaron had left him was now a part
ofa great pasture, in whicli the calves and
dry cattle, and. between seasons, the mules,
were allowed to roam at will.

Coming to the fence. Chunky Riley would
Lave crossed it, but the voices were louder
now, and he cauglufa glimpse of the red
tpnrks of lighted cigars. Creeping closer
and closer, but ever ready io drop on the
ground and run away on all fours. Chunky
Itiley was soon able to hear what thdmeii
weie saying. He knew the voices of his
master and young master, Mr. Gossett
Old Giizzle, as he was called and George,
and he rightly Judged that the strange
voice mingling with theirs belonged to
Mr. Jim Simmons, who, with a trained pack
of hounds "nigger dogs" they were called

held himseir at the service of owners of
runaway negroes.

Mr. Simmons average fee was $15 that
Is to say, when he was "called in time."
Hut in special cases his charge was $30.
When Chunky Itiley ariived within earshot
of the group Mi. Gossett was just con-
cluding a piot est that he had made against
the charge of $:10 which he had reluctantly
agreed to pay for the capture of Aaron.

"You stayed at my house today, you'll
stay there tonight, and maybe you'll
come back to dinner tomorrow. There's
the feeding or you and your dogs. Tou
don't take any account of thatat-alll- . Mr.
Gossett's voice was sharp and emphatic.
His stinginess madehlm notorious in that
region, and gave rise to the saying that
Gossett loved a dollar better than he did
bis wife. But he was no more ashamed
of his stinginess than he was of the shabbl-nes- s

of nis hat.
"Hut, Colonel," remonstrated Mr. Jira

Simmons, "didn't you send fer me? Didn't
you say, 'Glad to see you, Simmons; walk
right in and make yourself at home?' Tou
did, for a fact." He spoke with a drawl
that initatcd the snappy and emphatic Mr.
Gossett.

"Why, certainly, Simmons; certainly, I
did. 1 mentioned the matter to show you
that your charges are out of all reason in
t liis case. All you have to do is to come
here with your dogs in the morning, skirt
around the place, pick up his trail, and
there you arc."

"Hut, Colonel," Insisted Mr. Jim Sim-
mons, with his careless, iiritating drawl,
"ain't it a plum' fact that this nigger's
been In the woods a month, or seech a
matter? Ain't ita plum' fact that you've
tracked him and trailed him with your own
dogs? and good dogs they aie, and I'll
tell anybody rq. Now, what do you pay
me fer? Fer catching the nigger? Xo,
Elrree! The nigger's as good as caught
now when it comes to that. Tou pay me
fer knowing how tocatoh him that's what
you pay mc fer. Tou send fer the doctor.
He comes and fumbles around a little, and
you have to pay the bill, whether he kills
or cures. You don't pay him fer killmg or
curing; ycu pay him fer knowing sow to

fumble around. It's some different with
me. ir 1 don't catch your nigger, you but-
ton up your pocket. If I do catch him, you
pay me ?30 down, not fer catching him,
but fer knowing how to fumble around and
catch him."

The logic of this argument, which "was
allogcthcrloston Chunky Kile, silencedMr.
Gossett, but did not convince him. There
was a long pause, as if allthrceof the men
were wiestling with peculiar thoughts.
Finally 11 r. Gossett spoke:

"It ain't to much the nigger I'm after,
but I want to show Abercrombie that 1

can't be outdone. He's laughing in his
sleeve because 1 can't keep the nigger at
home, and I'll be blamed"-he- re Jiis voice
sank to a confidential tune "I'll be blamed
if I don't believe that, betweunhlm and that
on of his, tl ey are hat boring the nigger.

Tes, sir, hai l.oring is the word."
Mr. Jim down Ills lighted

cigar withsuch energy as tocausethcs-park-

to fly in all directions. A cigar was an
unfamiliar luxuiy to Mr. Simmons, and he
bad had enough of it.

"Addbon Abereroiubie haiboring a
Simmons. "Why, Colo-

nel, if every man, woman and child in the
rnitedStatcKwastotellme that I wouldn't
believe it. Addnon Abereroiubie! Why,
Colonel, through jou'ie his next-doe- r ncigh-- I

or.youmaj Kay ,you don't know liimltairas
well as I Co. You ought to get acquainted
with that man."

Humph! I know him well enough, I
reckon," responded Mr. Gossett. "I went
to school with him. Folks get to know
one another at school. He was always
stuck up, trying to hold his head higher
than anybody els. because his daddy had
money and a big plantation. I made
my prop'ty myself; I earned every
dollai; and I know how it came."

"Hut, Colonel!" Mr. Jim Simmons in-

sisted, "Addison Abereroiubie would hold
his head high if he never seen a dollar,
and he'd have the right to do it. Him
harbor niggers?. Shucks, Colonel! You
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might as well tell me that the moon ain't
nothing but a tater pudding."

"What do you see in the man?" Mr.
Gossett asked with somu irritation in
the tones of his voice.

There was a pause as though Mr.
Simmons was engaged in getting his
thoughts together. Fmally he said: "Well,
Colonel, I don't reckon 1 can make it
plain to you, because when I come to
talk about it I can't grab the identical
idee that would fit what I've got in my
mind. Hut I'll tell you what's the honest
truth, in my opinion and I'm not by
myself, by a long 'shot-Addi- son ie

is as fine a man as ever trod
shoe leather. That's what."

"Humph!" grunted Mr. Gossett.
"Yes, sirrec!" persisted Mr. Simmons,

warnungup a little. It makes no difference
where you see him, nor when you see him,
nor how you see him, you can up and say:
'The Lord has made many men of many
minds and many men of many kinds, but
notsence Adam has He made a better man
than Addison Ambprcroinbic.' That's the
way I look at it. Colonel. I may be wrong,
but If 1 am I'll never find it out in this
world."

Plainly Mr. Gossett was not prepared to
hear sucli a tribute as this paid to Ad-

dison Abereroiubie, and he winced under it.
He hemmed and hawed, as the saying is,
and changed his position on the fence. He
was thoroughly disgusted. Now there was
no disagreement between Mr. Gossett and
Mr. Ainbercromble no quarrel, that is to
say but Gossett knew that Abercrombie
regarded him with a feeling akin to con-

tempt. He treasured in his mind a remark
that Abercrombie had made about him the
day he bought Aaron from the negro
speculator. He never forgot nor forgave
it, for it was an Insinuation that Mr. Gossett,
inspite of liis money and his thrifty ways,
was not much of a gentleman.

On this particular subject Mr. Gossett
was somewhat sensitive, as men are who
have doubts in their own minds as to their
standing. Mr. Gossett had an idea that
money and "prop'ty,'' as tie called it, made
a gentlenan; but it was a very vague
idea, and queer doubts sometimes pestered
him. It was these doubts that made him
"touchy" on this subject.

'What has this great man ever done for
you, Simmons?" Mr. Gossett asked, with
a contemptuous snort.

"Not anything, Colonel, on the top of
the green globe. I went to him once to
borrow some money, and he wantedto lend
it to me without taking my note and with-:u- t

charging me any interest. 1 says to
him, says 1, 'You'll have toexcuseme.' "

"That was right; you did perfectly right,
Simmons. The man was trying to Insult
you."

"Hut, Colonel, he didn't go about it that
way. Don't you reckon you could tell when
anybody was trying to insult you? That
was the time I come to you."

"I charged you interest, didn't I, Sim-
mons?"

"You did, folonel, fer a fact."
"I'm this kind of a man, Simmons," re-

marked Gossett with a touch of sincere
pride and gratification in his voice, "When
I do business with a man I do business.
When 1 do hlma favoritmustbe outsldcof
business. It's mixing the two things up
that keeps bo many people poor."

"What two things, Colonel?" gravely in-

quired Simmons.
"Why the doing of business, and "er the

doing of favors."
"Oh, I see," said Mr. Simmons, as if a

great light had been turned on the matter.
Then he laughed and continued: "Yes,
Colonel, I borrowed the money from you,
andjust about that time the fever taken
me down, and If it hadn't 'a' been fer
Addison Abercrombie the note I gave
you would have swallowed my house and
land."

"Is that so?" inquired Mr. Gossett;
"Ask my wife," replied Mr. Simmons.

"One day, while I was out of my head
with the fever, Addison Aberciomblc, he
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rid by and saw my wifo sitting on the front
steps, jest a you know how
wimiucn willdo, Coloncl;lf they ain't

they're n'crying'. So Addison Aber-
crombie, he ups and asks her what's the
matter,. and Jennie, she tells him. He got
right orf his boss and come in, and set by
my bed the better part of the morning. And
all that time there I was on
about notes and of my troubles
in the air. So the upshot of the business
was that Addison Abercrombie left the
money there to pay the note and left word
for me to pay him back when I got good

J and ready; and Jennie hadn't hardly
dried her eyes before here come a nigger
on horseback with a basket on his arm
and in the basket was four bottles of wine.
Wine! Why, Colonel, it was woise'n wine.
Jennie says that if any one ot the bottles
had a' liad a load of buckshot In it, the
roof would 'a' been blow'd off when the
stopper flew out. And, Colonel! If ever
you feel like taking a right smart of
exercise, jlst pass my house some day anil
stick your head over the pailings and tell
Jennie that Addison Abeicrontbie's got
a streak of meanness in him."

"Have you ever paid Aherciombie?" Mr.
Gosctt inquired. His voice was harsh and
business-like- .

"I was laying off to catch this nigger of
yours, airl pay him some on account," re-

plied Mr. Simmons.
"Why, it has been three years since you

paid me," suggested Mr. Gossett.
"Two years, orsecli a matter,'' remarked

Mr. Simmons, complacently.
"Then, that', the reason you think Al

ain't harboring my nigger?" in-

quired Mr. Gossett, scornfully.
"Hut, Colonel," drawled Mr. Simmons,

"what under the sun ever got the idee into
your head that Addison Abereroiubie is
harboring your nigger?"

"It's as simple as a-- ab," Mr. Gossett
replied with energy. "He tried to buy the
nigger off the Mock and couldn't, and
now he thinks I'll sell ir the nigger'U
stay in the woods long enough. Tliut's
the reason he's harboring tjio mgger. And,
more than that, don't I know from my own
nigger.-- , that t lie yaller rapscallion comes here
every chance he gets? He come-- , but
he don't go in the nigger quarters. Now,
where does he go?"

"Yes, where?" said Mr. Gossott's son
George, who up to that moment had taken
no pait in the "Three times
UiiR month I'vedealtout an extra wisher or
ha i on to two of oui bauds--, and they tell the
Kline talc."

"It looks qua re," Mr. Simmons admitted,
"but as sure yoii'ic born Addison Aher-cioaib-

ain't the man to haibor a runaway
nigger, ir he's ever had a MM" in ike
w oods it's moie'ii I krow, and win n that's
the ease joti may set it down fti a iact
that he don't believe in ni'.iaway nbgeis."
This was a In tin argument, but it was the
best that Mr Shun. ons could muster at the
moment.

"No," remarked Mr. Gossett, sarcasti-
cally, "his niggers don't take to the w,ods
because they do as the blamed please at
ome. It my teeth on edge to see tl.e

way thingsa re run on thispla iitallon. Wh$,
I rould lake the stuff that', flung away
here and get ikh on it in fho years. It's
a scandal "

"I L"ht ve j on," assented his son George,
.dutifully.

Chunky Itiley heard this conversation by
snatches, but he caught the drift of it.
What lie remembered of it was that some
of his fellow ervnnts were ready to tell
all they knew for an extra "rasher" of
meat, and that the hunt for Aai on would
begin the next morning and it was
now getting along toward dawn. He
wanted to warn Aaron again. He wanted
especially to tell Aaron that three men
were sitting on the Mice waiting for him.
Hut this was impossible. The hour was
approaching when Chunky Hiley must be
in his cabin on the Gossett plantation
ready to go to woik with the test of the
hands. He had slept soundly the fiisr half
or the night, and he would be as fresh in
the Held when the sun rose as those, who
who had slept the night through. As he
turned away from the fence a dog in the
pnth leading fiom the spilng to the stile
suddenly began to bay. The men tried to
drive him away, and one of them thiew a
stick at him, but the dog refused to be in-

timidated He bayed them more fiercely,
linally rctieated toward the spring, stop-
ping occasionally to bark at the men on
the fence.

"If I'm not mistaken," remarked Mr.
Gossett, "that's my dog. Rambler. I
know his voice, and he's been missing
ever since that nigger went to the woods.
I wonder If he's taken up over here?
George, I wish you'd make it convenient
to come over here as soon as you can,
and find out whether Rambler is here.
Now, there's a dog. Simmons, that's
away ahead of anything you've got in
the shape or a nigger dog nose as cold
as ice, and as much sense as the common
run of folks."

"He ain't doing you much good," re-

plied Mr. Simmons.

"That's a fact," said Mr. Gossett.
"Till I heard that dog barking I thought
Rambler had lecn killed by that nigger "

Chunky Riley struck into the planta-
tion path leading to Gossett's right at
the point where the three men bad tied
their horses. They had rlddden as Tar as
they thought prudent, considering the
errand they were on, and then they dis-

mounted and made their horses fast to
the oveihanging limbs of a clump of
oaks, which, for some reason or other,
had been lert standing in the field. One
of the horses whinnied when Chunky
Riley came near, and the negro paused.
Aaron would have known that the horse
said, "Please take mc home, and be
quick about it; I'm hungry;" but Chunky
Riley could only guess. And as he guessed
a thought struck him a thought that
made him scratch his head and chuckle.
He turned in liis tracks, went back along
the path a little way, and listened.
Then he returned and the horse whinnied-again- .

The creature was growing im-
patient.

Once more Chunky Riley Indulged In a
hearty laugh, slapping himself softly on
the leg. Then he went to the horses one by
one, pulled down the swinging limbs to
which their bridle reins wore fastened and
untied them. This done, he piocecdcd to
make himself "mighty skace," a,s lie ex-

pressed it. He started toward home at a
rapid trot, without pausing to listen. But
even without listening, he could hear the
horses coming after him, Mr. Simmons'
horse with the others.

The faster he trotted the faster the horses
trotted, and when Chunky Riley began to
run the horses broke Into a gallop, and
came clattering along the path after "him,
their stirrups flying wildly about, and
inakinga clamor that Chunky Riley had not
bargained for.

Fortunately for Chunky Riley there wasa
fence a tthe point where the path developed
into a lane. Over this he climbed and fell
exhausted, fully expecting the horses to
climb over or break through and trample
him with their feet. But his expectations
were not realized; thchorses galloped along
the lane, and presently he could hear them
clattering along the big load toward Gos-

sett's. Chunky Riley was exhausted as well
as tenor-stricke- The perspiration rolled
from his lace, and he could hear his heart
bc.it. He lay in the soft grass in the fence
corner untilhehadrecoveredsoniewhatfrom
his exertions and his fright. Finally he
rose, looked back along the way he bad
come, then toward the big road, and shook
his head.

"Did anybody ever see de beat er dat"
he exclaimed.

Whereupon he went through the woods,
instead of going by the road, and was soon
in hiB cabin frying his ration of bacon

(To be continued.)

M QUAD'S
Fun, Fancy aiid

Fiction
- 'POSSUM .

Zeb White, He TellS-- Story of. the
Civil War.

I had been trading wur stories with Zeb
"White, the 'possum hunter of Tennessee,
as we sat at a table together and smoked
our pipes, when he said:

"What made it bad Air our wlmmen folks
yere durln' the with was the guerillas,
who used to gotdoshin' about and robbm'
and bmnin' both sides alike. Intltisnay-burhoo- d

was a tfeller named Abe Raynor,
who had about twenty men with him, and
he did nuthiu' but i idd about and blulf and
rob the wlminen. Now and then, as in the
case of my ole woman, he found somebody
who'd stand light up and defy him, but
bero' he got through Av.ithithe driv most
everybody out and left the cabins on lire
behind ein. Actor my ole woman had de-
fied him two or three times, he got mad
and swore he'd drive her out at any cost,
and jest about that time I got a fuilough
and come home.

"When l heaid what Al.e bad been up
to, I wanted to hunihim down right away,
but he was purteiidiu' to be a good

and it wouldn't Jest do to kill
hint off. I thought over it lur a nl.ile,
andtiieiif ota plan One day when I l.caid
he was down at the Corners with
his gang I liad the ole woman dress me up
in her clothes and then sent er off up-

stairs to l.iCc. 1 1 j,d no whiskeis in ti.em
lays, and when I f ot dressed Lp ,'n Itn ale
(lollies I didn't, 'pear much like a man.
1 was at woik in the kitotir.n when a gang
of a dozen Ktierrillas inde up to ike cubin
and Abe linyi or got .fl liisl.ossaud kicked
the door open and yelled

" 'IUI.o thar", ole wt ii.an! Do jo' want
to pack up any of jo'r tiaps befo' I sot
fire to the house?' "

" 'What's the low?' sez I, as 1 goes to
the door.

" 'We've come to burn yo' out.'
" 'What fur?'
" 'Jest to keep our hand in.'
" 'Hut 'in fur tin- - .conth, and my ole

man is in Glacial Lee's iiiiny. Keekon jo'
dasu't burn no cabins over the heads
of good Confederates.'

"He said it dit'.n't make i o difference to
liim.kaseliev.as abiggerutnn tliaiiGineral
Lee, anil his plan was to burn all the
rahliiH mound yere. so as to dif appoint the
Yankees if they jot up o lur. I begged
lilm i otto burn me out, but he only laughed
at me Ilime-b- y I sez

"'Abe Raynor, I'm lookin' fur my ole
man on a furlough, and tr he finds tli!t,
cabin gone, he'll hunt yo' down.'

" 'Zeb White couldn't hunt down a rab-
bit!' sez lie, as he laughs in my face.

" 'Mebbe yo' don't know him.'
" 'Mcbbe I do, and If he was yere I'd

nail him to a tree by his cars, ami he'd
cry like a child. K yo' wants to save
anyttiiii' from this house yo'd better be
mighty spry, kase we in n't stand yen;
all dav fhlnnin' with a woman.'

"'Abe Raynor," sez. 1, I'm only a'
pore, weak woman, but I'm the wife of
Zeb White, who kin whop any man in
this yere kentry. Seems like jo' orter
be willin' to gin' me a ln w.'

' 'What sort of a show?'
" 1'11 tackle yo' single handed, and If

I can't flop yo' this cabin may burn. If
o' ain't a coward .yo'll gin me a show.'
"'I ain't of ..witrpnin,' he aez,

as his men begun to laugh,
" 'Then yo're a reared or me?'
"That rotihcd him up. jest art I hail

counted on," said Zeb; "and arter a
leetle mo' ho promised that ir I could
lay him on Ins back he'd let the cabin
stand. That was what I wuuted, and
I stepped out thar' on that clear spot
and told hlin I was ready. He took orr
his coat and Hung;? down his hat, and I
seed that he meant to use me rough.
We danced around a bit, and then he
cuius fur me. I was ready rur him,
and he was on his back bero' you could
count ten. It was a fa'r rail, and all
the men said so, but the critter got up
mad. He'd bin downed by a woman,
und relt cheap, and he said he'd hev'
another try at It. I was willin', and
when he cum agin I gin him the back
heel and flop, and he went head over
heels and ploughed up (he airth. When
he got up he was the maddest man yo
ever seed. The boys was
mc and at him, and he wasn't
gwine to hcv' it that way. He looks at
me a bit, and then sez:

" 'Mrs. White, ir yo' was a man I'd
whop yo'-- '

" 'Yo" needn't mind my sex,' sez I.
" '1 think I'll curr yo'i ears to l'arn

yo' manners.'
" 'Ifyo' think yo' kin do it, cum on.'
"The gang cried out that it wasn't fair

to fight a woman, but Abe was mad clear
threw, and he cum fur me. I let him
play around.J'ur a few lninuits, and then
Jumped in on him and picked him up and
throwed him over that stump. lie cum
down on liis head with n crash, and it was
Jest half an hour by the clock befo' he was
able to climb into his saddle and ride off.
He'd hev' burned the cabin quick 'nuff, but
themensaldit was a fa'r bargaluand sided
with me."

"And was thatrthe last of the affair?" I
asked of Zeb, as he paused.

"No, not exactly," he replied "He went
away that day, but he'd bin licked by a
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woman and it rankled, and lie couldn't
abide it. The blamed critter thirsted fur
revenge, and one "arternoon he cum back
yere alone to git It.1 My ole woman Been
him sneakin' In theibrush over thar', and
so I dressed up In her clothes agin and sot
down yere to smoke my pipe and wait.
Purty soon ho showed up, and, walkin' up
to me, he sez:

" 'Mrs. White, cum along with me.'
"What fur?'
"Kase I'm goln" to tie yo' up and

switch yo' and hev music while the
cabin Is burnlnV

" 'Abe Raynor, yo' go on and don't
fule with me or it'll be the wuss for
yo'l

' 'Wuss bo durnedP sez he, and he
makes a grab fur me and lifts me up.
When I was on my feet I lets out fur
him, and in five minits he was a licked
man. I tied him hand and foot and
licked him with a switch till I was
tired. Then I sent rur some of the gang
and they cum and took him off. When
they had cum one of 'cm sez to me:

" 'Mrs. White, did yo' do this all alone
by yo'self?'"

" I did, sab.'
' 'Yere it ar'.'
"He takes it and looks at It and shakes

his head and sez:
" 'That's all, Mrs. White. I ain't goln'

U -,

Zeb White,. He

to question the Lord's ways, but if He
didn't intend yo' fiy a man then may
I never steal another feather bed! 'Pears
to me like yo' had better gone to the
army and left Zeb home to wash dishes!'

"And did they never find you out?"
"Never." replied the old man. "They

made so much fun of Abe bein' licked by a
woman that he had to dig ont, while as
fur the lest of the gang, they never cum

my cabin ag'm. One day, while
the ole woman was out alter roots, she
run ag'in seven of 'em in the woods, and
at the sight of her the hull crowd took
Avings so fast that they left a mewl behind
and never cum back fur him. We had the
use of him fur eight y'ar. befo' he died.
Mebbe yo took notisof the boy who wai
yeie last night arter meal?"

"Yes, 1 did."
"Wall, his father was cue of the irang.

Just after the wait closed, but bero 1 got
home, my ole woman met him in the road
one day and hollered at him. He made a
run to the side or the mountin to get
away, and started an avalanche ami was

buried under it. She wanted to ax the
time o' day, but he thought she was arter
him rur a row. and he met liis death while

nvin fur.his lire. Kinder queer, eh? The

ole woman sez the Lord put me up to what
I did. but 1 duiino. Didn't seem to be no

Lawd in Tennessee in them days-- no Lawd
'tall, jest Confeds, and guerrillas, and
Yanks."

CAUL, DUNIIEU.

He Gets, a Job on a Funny Paper at
a. Hundred Dollar. u WeeU.

"Vhell, how you vhas now?" said
as he tiptoed into the station

and stood before the rat polite sergeant
the other arternoon.

Oh! It's you?" muttered the ser-

geant, as he looked up.
"Yes, she vhas me. I vhas going by

aboudt a mile avhay, you know, und
I sltust drop in to see ir you vhas deadt.
Last time I vhas heie I told you vhas
going back to Sherinauy, but 1 don't go,
you see."

"I eco."
"Sergeant, don't yon remember bow

I used to be some hayseeds ha! ha! ha!
Nottings vhas two times alike, und eafery-bod- y

6hvindlci me."
"Yes, remember,".' answered the ser-

geant.
"I vhas greenhorns. If a man comes

to mc mit an express package, I pay
him-sce- dollar, und find a big stone in

it. If somebody comes, und says I shall
run for office, I gifs him ten dollar, und

don't see him any more. IT a man likes
to put Carl Dunder in a book mit
Sheorge Washington und Grofer Cleve-

land, I pays him feefty dollars, und nef-re- r

see dot book. It makes me laugh dot
vhas such hayseeds ha! ha! ha!"
"Mr. Dunder," said the sergeant, after

looking up at the clock and out of the
alley window "what do you want to see
me for?"

"I shustlikc to know if you vas all right,
you see."

"There'ssomething else. Tou have been
swindled again!"

irMJ
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"Oh, nol nol nol Vhen I was some
greenshorns I vhas took in, but nobody
can fool me now. So you don't haf der
Bhmallpox, and vhas all right, eh?"

"I want to know wliai's happened to
you?" said the sergeant, as lie came out
from behind his desk, with a grim smile
oi. Mb faca.

Vhell hat ba! ha! Don't I say not-

tings happens to me? I ehust baf some
good luck, you kpow. Don't you worry
aboudt Carl Duuflor ho vas all right

rs.
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Carl Dniitlcr Conflicles in tho Sergeant.

"

I vhas going, to make more ash ten toueand
dollar in one year!"

"Tell me how."
"Vhell, I like to wait and surprise you,

but mebbe she vhas all right to tell you
now. Did you hear or dot funny paper in
Cheecago?"

"Which one?"
"She vhas called Der Gigantic Shoker

und Laugh Maker,' and she vhas so funny
dot vhen you read her you must fall down
on der floor ha! ha! ha!"

"Have you got a copy?"

"No. A feller come in my place und
tells me all aboudt her. vhas all alone
vhen he comes In und says vhas I Carl
Dunder. 1 vhas. Dot vhas all right. He
reads of me m the papers, und he comes
one tousand miles to see me. He vhas der
editor of dot paper."

"1 see. And whatdld he wantof you?"
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Toll's a Stoi3

"Vhat you belief, eh? He vhants me to
write for his paper, und he gifs me one
hoondred dollars a week. Dot brings
him here. He says I vhas so funny dot
he must haf my shokes in his paper.
ShIIdren cry Tor 'em."

When were you funny?" asked the
sergeant.

I I duiino; but dot's vhat he said to
me. He like some shokes right avhay,
und so I git him some. I vhill shpeak
dose shokes to you und you vhill see how
funny dey vhas.

Vhy vhas a man who leaves his
pocketbook under his pillow at home
like a ship in a storm? Because his wife
takes oudt ten dollars before he gets
back."

"He didn't take that from you as a
Joke, did he?" exclaimed the sergeant.

"Of course. Then he reads dot shoke

i fulling

he laughs till I haf to hit him on der back.
Dot makes me laugh, too ha! ha! ha!
Here vhas another:

"Vhy should a man who has eat some
oysters all winter go avhay from home in
der spnng! Because he vhants a change of
clamatc."

"Great Scott!" groaned the sergeant,
"and he took that?"

"Vhy not? He falls off his shair vhen
be reads dot shoke, und he says his
readers vhill he conwulsed for two weeks-Her- e

vhas one more
"Vhot vhas dot deeference between a

man oop a tree uud a man down a
hole in tier ground? One must come oop
und one must come down ha! ha! ha!"'

"Mr. Dunder," solemnly observed the
Sergeant, "did you cash a check for that
man the editor?'

"Of course not. If be says dot he
likes me to cash a check I take him for
a rraud. Oh, no! Carl Dunder vhas no
sunrlower not dis time""

"But you lent him money?"
1I I vhell, she vhas one hoondred

dollars a week on dot paper, und he
pays her back mit dot rirst salary. He
doan' say right out dot I shall lend him
twenty dollars, but"

"But he got it?"
"Vhell, he haf to go back to Cheecago,

don't he? If somebody don't pick his
pocket he vhas all right. He don't vbant
to take dot money, but I put her In his
pocket. He vhas so glad dot I see tears
in his eyes."

"And you helped swindle yourself! Why
don't you change your name to Carl Don-
key?"

"Shwindled! How you mean? Don't
I write some shokes?"

"Nol Tou couldn't write a Jokcln a hun-
dred years!"

"Und don't I write for his paper at one
hoondred dollars a week?'

"Not a line not a cent! Thatmanslmply
played you for a flat! The longer you live
the less you know. Tou ought to have your
akull sandpapered."

"So I vhas tooken in?" gasped Mr.
Dunder, as he stared at the sergeant.

"Ot courso, you werel"
"Und I vhas hayseeds und greenhorns,

oh?"
"Tou look out or the cows will bite

you."
"Sergeant, let me shpeak to you. I

vhas going all oafer town und look for
dot man. If he vhasn't here I shall go
to Cheecago und find him. If he vhas
alive I shall meet him, und vhen I meet
him I shall give bim a shoke like dis:

"Vhy was a dead beat like a hurri-
cane?"

"Becatifio why?" asked the Sergeant.
"Because I shump in on bim and shoke

him till he Than black in der face! Den

I shall bump his head on- der sidewalk
seventeen times! Den I shall knock him
by der middle of last week one vhay, und
by der middle of next week der other way,
und vhen dot coroner comes around to sits
on der body he don't find nottings butsomo
teeth and hoe strings! Sergeant, good-b- y.

If I don't find dot man. und git
some revenge you shall look for me to bo
found deadt mit some sorrow on my face.

the cor.oi:L.y drink.
As four or five of us sat talking and

smoking. Colonel Basil came up the stepa
and joined us and Unreduced himseir.
After some general talk, he sakl:

"Gentlemen, I am rather absent-mlnded-

times, and I beg to be excused ir I havt
met any of you before and failed to re-

member It."
We assured him In chorns that It was

our first meeting, and he continued:
"I had an indistinct idea that. I had

been asked to dnnfe with y. but X
am not sure about it. If so. I probably
accepted. If not, then I beg to be ex-
cused."

We assured him that none ot us hal
ever asked him to take a drinfc. he haviag-bee-

a stranger to us until a few min-
utes before, nor did we invite Mm then
to go in awl take a nip. Ho seemed
cast down for a moment, but finally rallied
and said:

"AbsentmiDdedness is a great faHlag;
of mine, ami r really must try to-- over-
come it. Now, that I look ac you more
closely. It seems to me that I was here
this afternoon, and tatrotfaeed myself,
and that the gentleman cm the rfecut rot--

up and asked as all to take sometMa. I
say, it seems so, but I can't be sere
If "

The .gentleman on the rfcht" tattr-rupt- ed

h'm to say that he arrrred a&
the hotel at noon, and the Cotonel mmtA
therefore be mistaken.

"Then I beg your pardon," said aer
caller. "As a. general rote, when I am
invited to drink. I rememter the httl-de- nt

very clearly for several days after-
ward, bnt it seems that I am off ia tats
instance. Memory w a treaeherwts tatag-whe-

one gets to be my age."'
Something was said about pontics, bb6

before the talk had gone far the Colonel
rose up and

"Gentlemen, I beg your pardon, bofe a
thought has Just struck me. DM I ask
any one in this crowd to change a five-doll- ar

bill?"
He was assured that he asked nothing

of the sort, and, feeHngabout in his pockets,
he continued.

"It somehow seemed to me that I bad,
and that none of you cooM do it, and that:
the gentleman on the left handed me a
quarter to get a drtnk with, and said t
could hand it in thin evening. If I am
in error" -

He was in error. The "geatlemai an
the left" fotemnly assured Win that no
such thing had happened.

"Well, I'll take your word for it,"
sighed the Colonel. "Do you. geatfemea.
usually take a nip alout this hesr ef tho
day?" '

We did not. Our hour for taking a
nip had long passed and wouldn't cena
aio.ind again until the next, foreneon.
The Colonel walked ever and Icoked mto
the barioom and thn came back to ray:

"Gentlemen, I have an indistiact idee
that I have met this iowd before"

"No, Colonel, you haven't."
"But I insist that I have. At least,

it was a ciowd numbering the same aadl

It
til jz&Jmi.

right here on this veranda, and thong
I gave them to plainly understand that I
was as dry as cotton, I am not invited t
participate. Tes, gentlemen, I am swt
we have met before, and that yon areao
gentlemen, and that I am the only gentle-
man here, and that you can a 11 go tograss
and I will bur ray own whisky, and hv
hanged to you!"

Curiou- - Gowns in Germany.
Some of the American women present!

at the Berlin court tell extraordinary talvs
of the gowns worn there by German '.vomen
of rank. One of the rules of the court
ppisenbes the length of the court traiae.
which have be of white satin and are
preserved In some of the German famlN
as valuable heirlooms. One satin train of
the required length and color will servo
for a lojjc series of presentations, and soma
of them bear unmistakable evhlenees
long use. Another notable feature of the
Berlin court functions is the extr;MSaary
hour at which they are held. The presenta-
tion commences at T o'clock and lasts- - U8 .

til 9.

Kentucky Curiosities.
In a little cabiu on the Cnmberlaad

River, In western Kentucky, a boy sixteea
years of age has made three or four instru-
ments out of horse hairs and corn stalk?,
and he plays them wonderfully well. Oae
of the Instruments looks like a hurdy-gurd-

but the boy able to get sweet mttsle on
the thing.

The rural editor has seldom ever been
known to sue on a subscription account,
but listen. "Several of our subscribers with-

in the last few days have asked us not to
bring suit for the subscription due us. and
we want to say right here that we shall do
a thing of that kind only as a last resort.
But we must bare our money to pay our
own debts, lest some of our creditors brins
suit against us."

One of the candidates for Jailer in Ca-
lloway county publishes a card In the Times
offering as an inducement to the voters
buy two bloodhoundsat an expense of $125
and keep them in Murray ready for business
as long as he is Jailer.

It is that a nephew of Charles
Dickens is an engineer on the Illinois Ce-
ntral railroad, running through Kentucky,
and Is living in LaSalle, III. Els father
was August N. Dickens, a younger brother
of the novelist, who came to this country
about 1S50 aud became an employe of the
railroad.

The first cargo of mules ever seen on the
Sandwich Islands was carried there by
by Pat O'Brien, of Paducab, who is now In
California.
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